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missions Overturned 


Supreme Court Replaces Admissions Policy With One 
That Favors Supreme Court Justices 



WASHINGTON, DC-After a 
thorough review of legal briefs and 
hearing arguments on both sides of 
the Affirmative Action divide, the 
Supreme Court ruled Thursday that 
admissions preferences are allowed 
but only if narrowly tailored to favor 
Supreme Court Justices. 

“Both sides put up very convincing 
cases,” wrote Chief Justice Renquist in 
the decision for the nine judge major¬ 
ity. “And each Justice has decided that, 
in the interest of diversity and fairness, 
the only people that deserve an educa¬ 
tion are Justices.” 

The Court’s decision mandates that 
university admissions policies may 
continue using a point basis. A total 
of one to four points may be allotted 
for GPA, standardized test scores, 
extracurricular activities, and essay. 

Two hundred points will be awarded 
for being a Supreme Court Justice. 
Applicants must reach a 100-point cutoff to 
be admitted. 


think it was possible, but they actu¬ 
ally found a way for everyone to 
win. And by everyone, I mean the 
nine people who compose the court. 
You can’t get more diverse then that 
bunch, though - you’ve got an Afri¬ 
can American, a former housewife, 
a secret pornography enthusiast, and 
the bassist for the Scorpions. And 
that’s just Clarence Thomas.” 

The legal decision ends years 
of legal rambling that many felt 
would split the Supreme Court along 
ideological and political lines. “At 
first Antonin Scalia wanted to settle 
the question with an arm-wrestling 
tournament,” said Justice Kennedy, 
‘but it seemed more productive 
to look at this case on its merits. 
Justice O’Conner asked the very 
relevant question, ‘look guys, who 
rules?’ And when we thought about 
it, we rule both in the figurative, 
‘we’re awesome’ sense and in the ‘we have 

SEE JUSTICES PAGE 11 


University Law Professor and Big Sur 
sales representative Joel Roberts weighed in 
on the Supreme Court’s decision. “I didn’t 


Graduating Seniors Look Forward To Lack of 
Homework, Crushing Reality of 40 Hour Work Week 


A recent poll of the university’s graduat¬ 
ing seniors has revealed a cornucopia 
of fascinating, hilariously naive infor¬ 
mation. The most interesting tidbit of 
knowledge is that the seniors, appar¬ 
ently completely unaware of what 
awaits them in their jobs, are looking 
forward to the lack of homework. 

“I am so glad to be done with 489,” 
said anthropology major Dan Nickells. 

“We had three projects in that class! I 
must have spent some six or seven hours 
on each one. Those days were intense. I 
almost didn’t have time to watch ‘Bear 
in the Big Blue House.’ The moon is my 
favorite, it’s so pretty.” 

The “real world,” as many call it, does 
indeed feature little if any homework. Instead, 
home becomes a distant memory as the worker 
is slowly crushed under a mountain of simple 
“work-work.” In addition, workers are often 
threatened with the loss of their jobs if they 
do not perform degrading party tricks—such 
as commenting code, belching the alphabet, or 



making their sixth and seventh nipples perform 
a racy Latin dance—in front of their superiors. 

Nevertheless, most graduates seem to be 
eagerly anticipating such workweeks, despite 
considering ten weeks of drinking and sexual 
escapades (a.k.a. “sex-capades,” “sex-nani- 
gans,” or “sexual sex-tercourse”) followed by a 


week of panicked all-nighters a “hell 
semester.” 

Chemical engineering senior Chris¬ 
topher “Raffi” Najarico acknowledges 
the long hours he’ll have to work in 
the corporate world, but believes they 
will be fun and enlightening. “When I 
was an intern we got to go white water 
rafting,” said Najarico. “And then I 
got to press a button that said ‘press 
to engineer stuff.’ It wasn’t hard or 
terrible at all.” 

However, corporate experts point 
out that internships are often radically 
different from permanent jobs. Intern 
whippings are infrequent, and most 
interns are provided with chamber 
pots or even toilets. Permanent staff often must 
compete ferociously for food, proffering ever- 
longer documents full of crazed rantings or 
complex mathematics to sustain their meager 
existence. 

SEE GRADUATES PAGE 9 
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National News 


Giant Starfish Attacks Cleveland, 
Biotech Labs Not Responsible 


CLEVELAND, OH-In 

what could be the biggest 
distraction from the war 
in Iraq since Cordelia’s 
demon baby on Angel , a 
ninety-foot-wide, fifty- 
eight-ton starfish wrought 
havoc on Cleveland, Ohio 
yesterday, before wander¬ 
ing North and plunging 
into Lake Erie, where it 
is now stuck. Investiga¬ 
tions of the event turned 
up possible connections 
between the not-prop- 
erly-sized echinoderm 
and BioTech Labs, Inc., 
whose headquarters is a 
soot-blackened industrial complex with perpetual thunder 
and lightning overhead. 

“It must be them that’s done it,” said Old Man Thomp¬ 
son, an anachronistic prospector who lives in a shack just 
outside Cleveland. “Them thar BioTech folks have been up 
to no good ever since I known ‘em. They doin’ the Devil’s 
work, they are.” He then nodded gravely and spat out some 
tobacco. 

The damage done by the starfish to the city was minimal, 
but there are lasting emotional scars for the citizens. “It was 
in the middle of the road,” said Mary Briggs, a mother of 
three who was caught in traffic during the attack. “Those 
things move at like a foot every four hours. I honked my 
horn, but it wouldn’t get out of the way! My kids were late 
for school, and for that I will never forgive you, starfish. 
STARRFIIIISHH!” Briggs gave no further comment, as 
she was too busy shaking her fists at the sky. 

Mayor Jane Campbell, who gained the title of “Cleve¬ 
land’s Mayor” after these events, spoke to her miffed 
constituents as the last corner of the starfish slid slowly 


out of the city limits. 
This is a tough city,” 
she said, “and we will 
go on. Right now, I 
think everyone who 
bothered to switch from 
Roly Poly Olie to watch 
the limited, one-camera 
coverage of these events 
is from Cleveland. 
Basically because this 
thing didn’t go national. 
Stupid New York, how 
the heck can we follow 
them?” 

Derrick Lane, Execu¬ 
tive Operations Supervi¬ 
sor for BioTech Labs, 
Inc., denied any connection between the corporation 
and the incident. “Our research with starfish and care¬ 
lessly applied growth serums is completely separate 
from yesterday’s events. And the model of Cleveland 
with the giant toy starfish in it found in our board room 
is completely coincidental. Or perhaps planted there by 
A1 Qaeda.” 

Mike Gallow, the Supervising Executive of Operations 
and Ron Jensen, the Operating Supervisor of the Execu¬ 
tives, corroborated Lane’s statements before throwing 
down a smoke grenade and escaping. “Next time, do- 
gooders,” Jensen cackled as they ran into a dark alley. 
“Next time!” 

Other sources point to Ghostbuster Ray Stantz as 
a possible culprit in this incident. “I tried to think of 
something from my childhood,” Stantz said in a press 
conference yesterday. “Something that couldn’t pos¬ 
sibly destroy us. I’m just really bad at deciding what 
ancient Samarian gods should turn into. Sorry again. 
My fault.” 



We are all God's children, God's child 
support payments enormous 


HEAVEN -A court order was received last Wednesday 
by God, the Lord Almighty and creator of the universe, 
requesting payment of back child support for His 6 bil¬ 
lion children. The court order was served on the behalf 
of Julia Richmond, 34, a resident of Tampa, Florida and 
cocktail waitress. The child support claim is in excess of 
70 million billion trillion dollars. 

Richmond claims she met God while working late at 
the bar. Allegedly, God showed up late for a few drinks 
after a long day of battling evil, punishing sinners, and 
playing co-ed softball. A few drinks led to a few more, 
and within a few hours God was vvisibly intoxicated. 

“God was being a real asshole that night,” said one 
witness who asked for his name to be withheld for fear 
of being smote. “He was yelling about how great and 
all-powerful He was, and how He created this whole 
place, and if we didn’t like it we could kiss His hairy, 
white-light ass. One of the bouncers even tried to throw 


Him out, but when he grabbed God, the bouncer burst 
in to flames; God said [the bouncer] went straight to 
hell, which we all believed because, you know, final 
judgments are God’s thing. After that everyone pretty 
much let God be.” 

Later that night God allegedly made advances on 
Richmond. 

“He kept telling me how beautiful I was,” said Rich¬ 
mond. “It was really hard to resist Him. He’s really 
charismatic, and kind of cute, in that Sean Connery 
sort of way. So when He told me He didn’t want to 
sleep alone that night, I invited Him back to my place. 
The next morning He left in a hurry, and He never 
called me back.” 

God denies that he was ever present in the bar that 
night. “I am a metaphorical embodiment of man’s 
hope for an orderly, meaningful universe,” He said. “I 

SEE GOD PAGE 2 


e News 


Mazda "Zoom-Zoom" Kid Arrested For 
Stalking 

BLACKSBURG, VA— Billy Johnson, the twelve-year-old also 
known as the “zoom-zoom” kid from Mazda’s latest television 
ad campaign, was arrested yesterday on charges of stalking and 
generally being creepy. 

“He was just standing by the road, waiting for me to drive 
by,” said Gladys Fitzsimmons, Johnson’s latest victim. “Then I 
would drive by and he would just whisper ‘zoom-zoom’ like he 
was telling some horrible, horrible secret. A secret involving 
the word ‘zoom.’” 

This was the merely the latest in a reported fifty-three inci¬ 
dents involving the child and several Mazda owners. The vic¬ 
tims encountered Johnson in various parking lots and roadsides, 
watching their cars pass by and whispering the inexplicable 
words to some invisible audience. 

“I don’t think he’s been taught any other words,” said Florida 
high school English teacher Gretchen Keeler when asked about 
her experience with Johnson. “I would back up and move for¬ 
ward and back up and move forward and he would just say it 
over and over again. Eventually, I ran out of gas and he seemed 
to become sad.” 

Johnson was raised from the age of three in a Mazda promo¬ 
tional indoctrination camp. “He has never been out of Mazda’s 
close and tender care,” said Martin McGregor, Johnson’s legal 
representative. “Except when they dropped him off on the sides 
of deserted roads. But they always managed to find him wan¬ 
dering in the desert almost dead from dehydration. Remember: 
almost. My lawyer wanted me to stress that.” 
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ampus News 


Great Books Student Announces Plans to 
Open Plato's Banana Republic 

LSA freshman and Great Books 192 student, Molly Lennox, 
announced her plan to open the first Plato’s Banana Republic 
upon graduation. 

“It will be the soul writ large as retail” Lennox said of her 
project. “The perfect store. It will result from the evolution 
and death of inferior forms of clothing stores. Old Navy gives 
way to the Gap, which gives way to the system seen in Plato’s 
Banana Republic. Instead of managers Plato’s Banana will be 
run by philosopher kings.” 

Lennox applied Plato’s idea of the forms to her future 
business’s clothing. “Our clothes will take part in the form 
‘classic’ which is opposed to the forms ‘dated’ and ‘tacky,’” 
Lennox waxed Socratic. “Take for example this sweater, it 
takes part in the form ‘merino wool’ which is opposed to the 
form ‘itichiness.’” 

Keeping with Plato’s views on gender the clothing will be 
androgynous. “If a woman can fit into our clothes she will not 
simply be allowed to wear them, the manager will do every¬ 
thing possible to make it happen. If a woman is not capable 
of wearing our clothes as well as a man we will herd her to 
Express with the other women.” 

“The philosopher king managers will have to tell the cus¬ 
tomers a noble lie to maintain the business. The noble lie is 
that our clothes are better than those bought at TJ Maxx or 
Target.” 

“When one walks into Plato’s Banana Republic he will feel like 
the man escaping the prison of the cave to bask in the sun¬ 
light of the forms. He will want to share his findings with his 
friends; this will be good for the business,” Lennox concludes. 

Undead Supercop Elliot Ness Consumes Two 
Souls, Three Left Dead 

Tickets Also Handed Out at Fraternity 
" Hootenanny" 

The AAPD’s undead supercop, Elliot Ness of “Untouchables” 
fame, busted his first frat party this weekend. Two souls were 
rent from their bodies, three party goers were killed, and sev¬ 
eral dozen minority-in-possession tickets were handed out at 
Iota Tau Gamma last Friday when Ness received an anonymous 
tip that the fraternity was hosting an open party celebrating the 
end of another full year of keggers and, uh, keggers. 

“The fine city of Ann Arbor will not tolerate these speakeas¬ 
ies any longer,” said Ness, “as they are home to debaucheries, 
iniquities, and flappers. Some of the women even dare expose 
their knees, the harlots.” 

Ness, recently reanimated in a dark, bloody ritual by the 
AAPD, went on to state that he was “very happy” that none of 
his assorted bits fell off during the raid. 

During the raid, Ness was momentarily possessed by the 
spirit of Satan himself and forcibly removed the souls from 
David Sawyer and John Roberts, two pledges who had been 
wounded when they threw themselves in front of bullets 
intended for fraternity members. 

“I would do it again,” said Sawyer via a local psychic, “for 
the spirit of brotherhood that was formed when they forced me 
to drink rubbing alcohol and vomit all over my fellow pledges 
lives on, even though my forcibly discorporated spirit now 
floats in a nameless expanse of pain and suffering in the nether 
hells. I love those guys.” 


New MSA Party Students for Murdering Adam 
Stevenson Focuses on Increasing North Campus Bus 
Access, Murdering Adam Stevenson 


As the recently elected MSA representatives take their seats 
in the council, Dana Easley, the lone member of the campus’s 
newest party, Students for Murdering Adam Stevenson, or 
SMAS, has vowed to focus on students’ needs, from increased 
bus access to North Campus to the gruesome murder of Engi¬ 
neering Sophomore Adam Stevenson. 

Answering criticism that her party appeared to serve only a 
small minority campus interests, Easley sought to allay con¬ 
cerns. You just have to look at my record in recent MSA votes 
to see that I’m for many students,” Easley said. “First of all, I 
introduced the bill to have more bus routes into North Campus 
just as I campaigned on. Granted, it lost on account of it making 
too much sense, but I have other accomplishments. I voted for 
the nine month spring break that was introduced last week, I 
co-sponsored plan calling for the abolishment of the United 
States and the establishment of a new dictatorship under either 
Sadaam Hussein or that crazy short guy in North Korea. I also 
sharpened a hunting knife between votes in preparation for the 
gutting of Adam Stevenson. I’m all for murdering him.” 

Easley released a memo Thursday outlining her justifica¬ 


tions for her platform. In it, she states that students living and 
studying on North Campus spend too much time waiting for 
transportation and that Adam Stevenson should turn his fuck¬ 
ing music down so that that people around him can study. This 
is a dorm, not a goddamn auditorium, Adam. And the entire 
world knows Adam is the one who wrote, “Dana’s a whore” on 
her white board. 

When reached for comment, Adam Stevenson said only, 
‘Jesus, please hide me,” and then abruptly ended the interview 
by hiding in an undisclosed location in room 634 Douglas in 
Bursley Hall. 

“Does it make sense that I named my party for an issue 
over which the student assembly has absolutely no authority?” 
Easley said. “Well, it’s never stopped other parties. There’s 
the Defend Affirmative Action Party , the Give Money to the 
Crazy Hobo With the Broken Guitar Who Plays on South U. 
Party. ; the My Resume is Going to be Fucking Awesome if I 
Win Party, and The French Stewart Should Be Crowned King 
of Everything Party. When you look at my organization in that 
context, I fit right in.” 


Girlfriend Considering Proximity to 
Boyfriend in Job Search, Insists Boyfriend 


Despite evidence to the contrary, 

LS&A junior Robbie Carter 
announced yesterday that he expects 
his longtime girlfriend, Engineering 
senior Alice Palikowski, to take a 
job somewhat near Ann Arbor so that 
their “perfect love of perfectness” can 
“continue forever and ever.” Palikowski 
promised to consider Carter’s proxim¬ 
ity as she searches for a post-gradua¬ 
tion job. 

Palikowski, graduating in May with 
a degree in computer engineering, is 
currently considering jobs in Califor¬ 
nia, Virginia, Texas, and Washington. 

All of these possible destinations are 
far closer to Ann Arbor than “the Sun 
or Mars or something,” according to Palikowski. 

Several of the pair’s mutual friends have criticized 
Palikowski for her apparent dishonesty in dealing with Carter, 
but Palikowski protests that she meant what she said. “I am 
attempting to get the job far the enough away from Robbie that 
he will not be the able to visit on the weekends,” she said. “Cer¬ 
tainly that’s considering his proximity. I have applied the nega¬ 
tive weight to his proximity, but it remains the main parameter 
in my search.” 

Palikowski then moved her arms in a robot-like fashion, 
claiming to practice “the dance moves” and “the boogie 
machine.” 

Carter’s friends have been attempting to warn Carter about 
his impending heart implosion for months now, but their pleas 
for sanity fall on very deaf, very stupid ears. “I can’t believe 
Robbie hasn’t noticed that she keeps calling him ‘wallet,’” 
said LS&A junior Paul Niedermayer, “or ‘soon-to-be-terri- 
bly-heartbroken-for-no-reason-guy.’ I mean, there’s got to be 
a reason. And it’s probably got something to do with the fact 


that she’s planning on replacing herself 
with a somewhat-but-not-particularly 
convincing robot.” 

But Carter refuses to believe his 
friend’s theories. “No, that can’t be true,” 
said Carter. “She’s expressly eliminated 
New Zealand from her job search, and 
she knows that I’m allergic to kiwi 
fruit and sheep and hobbits. Also New 
Zealand is far away from Ann Arbor, 
so obviously she’ll stay here, with her 
cuddlebunny of cuddlelove.” 

Palikowski does indeed vaguely recall 
some elimination of New Zealand. “I 
think I said that I obviously wouldn’t 
work somewhere I didn’t have authoriza¬ 
tion to do so,” said Palikowski. “And this 
seemed to come after some extensive period of whining about 
how Robbie didn’t like some fruit or something. I can’t really 
be bothered to listen anymore.” 

Several observers of the situation familiar with human 
psychology believe that Carter would be much better off if 
Palikowski told him that she has absolutely no intention of ever 
speaking to him again once she graduates. If Palikowski simply 
leaves without informing him where she’s going, Carter could 
wander the globe for years, desperately searching for her. 

Despite these recommendations, Palikowski has not actually 
told Carter that she’s leaving. “Yeah, that’s exactly what I need,” 
she said, “a ‘treasured last few months’ before our ‘exceedingly 
brief hiatus’ until he can graduate with his totally awesome 
and impressive communications degree and we can resume 
our ‘eternal love deeper than the oceans.’ Sorry, Robbie, but if 
I really wanted to date a homeless person I’d be nailing Shakey 
Jake right now.” 

“I mean, the dude’s like a human vibrator,” added 
Palikowski. 
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More News 


Nerdy Parents Ill-Prepared to Assist Pope Announces 
Their Surprisingly Popular Daughter Zombie Crusade 


While they’ve always offered 
love and support, happily mar¬ 
ried couple Roger and Wilma 
Vandervocken, generally described 
by friends as “double nerd-burg¬ 
ers with extra gouda,” are totally 
unable to provide any help with the 
everyday problems faced by their 
inexplicably popular and attractive 
teenage daughter Eowyn. 

Eowyn, a lithe and supple 16- 
year-old cheerleader, has recently 
taken up several bewildering 
activities, including: interacting 
with other people, going places, 
and doing stuff—all activities 
that the Vandervockens are spec¬ 
tacularly incapable of providing 
assistance with. 

“When I was in high school 
I spent all of my free time read¬ 
ing encyclopedias and writing a 
guide to speaking Elvish,” said 
Mr. Vandervocken. “Yesterday 
Eowyn came home all torn apart 
because the other girls were 
‘being catty,’ and she asked for my 
advice. What the hell am I sup¬ 
posed to tell her? I’ve only talked 
to four girls my entire life, and 
that’s counting my mother, wife, and daughter.” 

Added Mr. Vandervocken, “And my cat, Princess Leia.” 

Mrs. Vandervocken expressed a similar sense of frus¬ 
tration at being unable to assist her daughter. “Eowyn is 
always peppering me with tons of questions,” said Mrs. 
Vandervocken, “like I’m some kind of expert. ‘Whose party 
should I go to? Does this dress make my boobs look too 
big? Is it okay to date two boys at the same time?”’ 

Both parents also questioned where their daughter picked 
up her characteristic attractiveness and social aptitude. 

“Come on, she’s named after the valkyrie niece of the 
warrior king of Rohan, whose ill-fated love for Aragorn was 


only met with tragedy - not that 
she or any of her friends would 
ever know,” said Mr. Vander¬ 
vocken. “I thought naming her 
Eowyn would ensure a child¬ 
hood filled with late Friday night 
chats on topics like whether or 
not Trunks and Goten turning 
SSJ without years of training 
decreased the honor of the Saiyan 
race, but for whatever reason 
she’d rather go out and party with 
her friends.” 

According to Mrs. Vander¬ 
vocken, it’s almost as if some oth¬ 
erworldly force has been looking 
down upon her daughter since 
birth, guiding her every decision 
to prepare her for a later ascen¬ 
sion to an important position in 
the intergalactic government. 

“Such a job would obviously 
necessitate highly developed 
social skills and an ability to stay 
awake late into the night, abilities 
reinforced by her late night par¬ 
tying,” said Mrs. Vandervocken. 
‘Dealing with all 371 of the spe¬ 
cies registered with the interga¬ 
lactic republic would be taxing, 
especially on the galaxy-standard 32 hour day.” 

Eowyn appears to be coping well enough with the lack of 
parental influence in her life, seeking therapy in interesting 
and mysterious activities like “heavy drug use” and “recre¬ 
ational sex.” She also has a classmate, Amber Lars-Wheaton, 
whom she could commiserate with if Lars-Wheaton wasn’t 
so overweight and homely. 

“People ask the same kinds of questions about Amber,” 
said Eowyn. “She founded the Medieval Studies Club as a 
freshman, and her parents - Miss Galaxy 1977, Bern Lars, 
and Mr. Universe 1987, Chuck Wheaton - have no idea 
where she picked up the interest. Weird.” 


VATICAN CITY— The Vatican announced today that Pope 
John Paul II, a long-term member of the army of the living 
dead, has decided to lead a massive zombie crusade against 
France. 

“It’s like God told Job in the Old Testament,” said the 
Pope in this morning’s press conference. “Sometimes, you 
just have to follow your deepest, most spiritual instincts, and 
send your loyal army of zombies and skeletal minions on an 
all-out rampage upon the unsuspecting citizens of France. 
The primary aims of this crusade will be spreading the word 
of Jesus and eating a lot of brains.” 

Cardinals and bishops who remained in non-zombie form 
quickly called for a council to resolve the latest crisis. In 
the end they decided to do nothing except pretend that they 
really cared. Their decision to do nothing was then vetoed 
by the infallible Pope, who declared that in response to the 
Zombie army, all priest should bring their tasty skulls to 
Vatican, preferably pre-opened for easy consumption. 

“This doesn’t exactly come as a surprise,” commented 
Cardinal Anthony Bevilacqua. “I mean, the Pope has obvi¬ 
ously been dead for several months now at least, plenty of 
time for him to amass a suitable army of the living dead 
with which to invade France. I mean, come on, it’s France. 
I bet I could take over France with twenty or thirty thousand 
zombies, easy. Hell, screw that, I could take over France 
with an eight by ten picture of a fairly threatening poodle.” 

Despite the gravity of this comment, French Prime Min¬ 
ister Lionel Jospin declined to respond, instead making only 
strange gurgling sounds and dripping brain fluid onto the 
ground in the typical French fashion. 
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Fourteen Latin Words for Human Taxonomy Suddenly Come in Handy 

Academic Community Distressed by New Threat of Usefulness 


WAYNE COUNTY, ND— Anthropology found a use last 
week when Jeff Thomas of Picker’s Fort, North Dakota 
foiled a bank robbery with his extensive knowledge of 
human taxonomy. The “use” is believed to be anthropolo¬ 
gy’s first and has set the academic community atwitter with 
wonder and worry. 

The attempted robbery occurred early Thursday morn¬ 
ing, just as Thomas was depositing his prize money from 
a particularly exhilarating Mathlete competition. As he 
was about to leave, an armed man burst into the bank and 
demanded the vault money. 

Thomas, armed with nothing but his unbounded love 
for inane facts and a small Incredible Hulk pocket knife, 
edged towards the masked intruder. In his report to police, 


Thomas said he heard the man scream, “Give me all the 
money! Or, if you prefer, recite the fourteen Latin words for 
the classification of the modern human! But please choose 
one option in a timely fashion, bitch!” 

“It was at that very moment,” said Thomas, “that I realized 
what I had to do. Naturally, I calmly rattled off all fourteen 
names, after which I enumerated the taxonomy of the South 
African gibbon as well—just for good measure.” 

While the bank manager and patrons have hailed Thomas as 
a hero, the academic community has denounced him as a “doer 
of things” who risks bringing the keepers of the esoteric into 
the “horrible light of usefulness.” The academic community 
then deconstructed the race, class, and gender based biases 
and discriminationosityness of Thomas’s heroic act. After they 


were done with that, they deconstructed the race, class, and 
gender biases of their own statement. After that, they played 
with dolls and told each other how smart they all were. 

Thomas told reporters he is astonished at the impact this 
incident has had on his life. “Just the other day, that chick 
from Alias showed up at my door and asked me to make out,” 
said Thomas. “I’m not one to kiss-and-tell, but let’s just 
say the next morning I had to throw out my Captain Planet 
sheets. Yes sir, those new Daredevil sheets are the supreme 
expression of my emergence as a grown man.” 

Thomas went on to tell reporters about the time he lost 
his virginity after calculating the confidence interval for the 
average age of the current Supreme Court Justices. It was, 
as you would imagine, a great story. 
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Hey you! You there! I know 
you’re trying to ignore me and 
walk past me as fast as you 
possibly can without being 
harassed, but both you and I 
know you need a hotdog. You 
don’t just need a hotdog. You 
desire a hotdog. You yearn for a 
hotdog, and I just so happen to 
be selling hotdogs, so why don’t 
you buy one from me. 

I know you have your head¬ 
phones on, and there is no pos¬ 
sibly way for you to hear me, but 
both you and I know, you’re not 
going by me without a hotdog. 

One juicy hotdog. Just imagine 
tearing into its tender flesh 
with your incisors. Its hotdog 
juices running down your chin. 

Its hotdog power giving you 
hotdog strength deep inside 
your hotdog fueled muscles. 

Sounds irresistible, doesn’t it? 

I know you’ve already eaten lunch, and feel full and satis¬ 
fied, but imagine how satisfied you would feel with a hotdog 
in your stomach. You too can live the American dream. 
Eating hotdogs till you puke. You will be the envy of every 
red-blooded American with just one purchase. 

I’ve got every condiment you could ever want. Mustard, 
ketchup, onions, pickle relish, the blood of a newborn 
child... whatever you could ask for. I can get it for you. Just 
please don’t pass my cart without buying a hotdog. 

You really aren’t hungry you say? Well why don’t you just 
buy one now, and eat it later? You could put it in your pocket 
and save. I personally love smashed, cold hotdogs covered 
in lint, and if you’ve never had one then you’ve never lived. I 
tell you what though. I do happen to have a few hotdogs, so 
maybe you and I could work this out. 


Don’t like the taste of hot¬ 
dogs? Well you most certainly 
are passing up nature’s best 
fruit. Oh you didn’t know that? 
Yeah, they’re fruit. That means 
they’re healthy, and they grow 
on trees, and that means that 
even vegans can eat them. In 
fact, vegans should eat them. 
They’re heavy in protein and 
enriched with vitamin D. Been 
feeling a bit sluggish lately? I’d 
say that’s because you’re not 
getting enough hotdogs in your 
diet. 

If you walk by my stand 
you are passing up an amazing 
opportunity. Hotdogs are not 
only the world’s healthiest fruit, 
but also considered a blessing in 
many small third world coun¬ 
tries. Sure these people have 
no running water, education, 
or teeth, but that doesn’t stop them, and even myself in 
believe in the magical powers of the hotdog. 

Oh yes my friend. The hot dog is truly magical. It can be 
used as a talisman to ward of swarms of attacking locusts, 
or to cast a love spell on that cute little girl you’ve had your 
eye on in math class. I have seen it with my own eyes. You 
may laugh at me, you may call me an uneducated hotdog 
selling twit, but don’t insult the hotdog. Or I may cast a 
hotdog hex on you. 

This is your last chance to buy a hotdog. With every 
step your opportunity to buy a hotdog dwindles. You may 
even have to wait to cross the street to get another chance 
to buy a hotdog. Just think about that. One whole street, 
approximately 100 paces, 100 paces without a hotdog, and 
those 100 paces may feel like an eternity. Don’t do any¬ 
thing foolish. 


This Week's Weather: 
Sunny and Mild, 100% 
Chance of Apocalypse 

The E3W mobile weather station reports that this week’s 
weather will be your typical mid-April week. Expect sunny, 
mild weather, with highs around seventy degrees Farenheit, 
which will peak sharply on Friday with the second coming 
of Jesus and a rain of fire and brimstone worldwide as God 
wreaks his wrath on the sinful masses of the Earth. 

Expect highs in the mid-seventies on Monday for middle 
and lower Michigan. There is a thirty percent chance of 
light showers in the early afternoon for the Ann Arbor area, 
with winds gusting to around twelve mph from the north¬ 
east. Despite the rain, we recommend you nature lovers go 
out and get your jollies while you can, as Friday’s storm of 
scalding sulfur and punishing flames will make camping 
difficult. Lows for the night should be in the mid-fourties, 
so a mid-weight sleeping bag will be ideal. 

Tuesday through Thursday will bring highs in the low 
seventies with a zero percent chance of precipitation, unless 
you count the frogs that will almost certainly begin to fall 
from the sky late Thursday night in anticipation of the end 
of the world. Frog-resistant camping gear is a must if you 
decide to head out Thursday night, and don’t forget your 
camp stove so you can reap the tasty, tasty benefits of the 
pre-apocalyptic weather patterns. 

Friday morning, temperatures will heat up quickly, and 
you can expect temperatures in the low eighties by noon. 
There is a one hundred percent chance of precipitation in 
the late afternoon, coming down in the form of scalding 
heavenly fire and brimstone. Highs for the day are expected 
to be in the mid to high four thousands. Late-day lows will 
likely not be measurable due to the unmaking of physical 
existence as we know it. If you decide to head out camping 
on Friday, you’re in luck, as you won’t need any camping 
gear at all, with the exception of a good flame-retardant 
suit and an industrial-strength portable human refrigerator. 
If you’re headed into the mountains, don’t forget your bug 
spray, as deer ticks are particularly bad around the second 
coming. 


Hey Kid! I Can Tell By the Disgusted Look 
on Your Face that You Need a Hotdog 



The Gruesome Murder-Suicide of Your Parents is Nothing Compared to 
the Pain of Getting Dumped by my Short-Term Boyfriend 


By Gwendolyn Van Hekken 

Look, you really need to stop being so selfish. I know you’re 
going through a hard time right now, but suck it up, it could 
be a lot worse. I’ll admit that I’d probably be upset if my 
father slashed my mother’s throat and then shot himself 
while somehow managing to burn our house down, all on 
my birthday, but I think you’re going a little overboard with 
your grief. Lets’ compare your situation to mine, shall we? 
My Jason, my boyfriend, my spirit, my light, broke up with 
me two months ago today. 

Four days into our month long relationship, I knew Jason 
was my eternal soulmate. I told him so on several occasions, 
causing him to shudder sweetly, like it really affected him. 
His silence expressed more than words ever could. He was 
the sensitive type of guy, the kind that listens to bands like 
Incubus and Matchbox 20. He told me to shut the hell up 
whenever he was listening to them because my singing dis¬ 


tracted him from the lyrics. Oh, Jason. 

And now it’s over. Two months ago today, Jason sent me 
an e-mail explaining that our relationship had been like a 
candle, burning brightly but briefly, and that we had to call 
it quits for now. Eloquent, original, in a word: Jason. What 
was that you said? Please, stop crying. I can’t understand a 
word through all the sobs. Oh, it’s the anniversary of your 
parents’ death too? Well, I’m sorry to hear that, but it’s been 
at least four months, hasn’t it? 

See, you’ve had quite a bit of time to heal. My wound is 
still fresh. I still remember the little things that Jason did, 
while you probably only have general memories of your par¬ 
ents. Did your father ever give you a single perfect red rose, 
just because? Did your mother ever take you to Starbucks 
and buy you the Grande Frappuccino to let you know how 
special you were? Did your house burn you a copy of its 
favorite Coldplay CD, so you could develop better musical 


tastes? Jason, Jason, come back to me! 

Another thing: I know that your boyfriend is all you have 
left, but I think it’s really rude of you to bring him places 
where me and other single people might have to see you. 
I was really hurt when I saw you guys at the coffee shop 
together. I think you did that maliciously, and it needs to 
stop. Just because you’re a homeless orphan doesn’t give 
you the right to treat everyone else like shit. You need to 
find a more positive outlet for your anger. Didn’t the school 
counselor tell you that? And by the way, I need the coun¬ 
selor a lot more than you do right now, so quit taking all the 
good appointment times. All right, I’m going to stop now, 
because by sobbing like that, it’s obvious you’re not even 
listening to my friendly advice. You really have to quit your 
bitching. Life isn’t always fair and you have to accept that. 
Oh, one last thing before I go. That suicide attempt? Stop 
being such a primadonna. 
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Letters & Editorials 


All of the following letters are real. If you see your letter printed here and would like a bumper sticker, please stop by the UAC office and pick one up. Have 

something you want to say or ask? Email us at threeweeks.letters@umich.edu. 


Date: Tuesday, March 18, 2003 1: 
04 PM -0500 

From: David Michael Shafran 
<dshaf ran @ umich. edu> 

Subject: offended 

To whom it may concern: 

Shame on you, and you and you and you! I was 
terribly offended, well by most of your articles, 
but mostly one in your most recent issue which 
was entitled “Army of One” Fails to Conquer 
Iraq. HAve you ever been in war? Have you 
ever stood against an army of angry Iraquis? 
Well, I sure haven’t but John Wintergreen was 
and I’m sure he wouldn’t want his memory 
deglorified by some punk-ass no-goodnicks 
(sp?). That man valiantly looked danger in 
the eye and then was promptly shot in the eye, 
amongst other places which as an upstanding 
religious person (I do not care to share my spe¬ 
cific religious affiliation)I dare not mention. So 
go ahead and hide behind your computers while 
guys like John Wintergreen get it up the ass. 

-A disgruntled American. 


While we're not exactly familiar with any war 
against the Native America Iraquis tribe, we 
understand your concern and apologize for 
offending whatever religion you might be. God / 
Allah/Buddha/Vishnu bless America. 

Date: Wednesday, March 19, 2003 
12:26 PM -0500 

From: Chuck Bartus <cbartus@engi 
n.umich. edu> 

Subject: Trogdor 

Trogdor the Burnanator... Haikus... SUNDAY, 
SUNDAY, SUNDAY AT THE STRONGBA- 
DIA, uh.. I mean, SILVERDOME. 

Honestly guys, why don’t you just have a 
Ask a flash animated cartoon character named 
Strong Bad’ column? 

—Chuck Bartus 

Well, Chuck, the reason is that flash doesn't 
translate well to print. And haiku is art. And 
we're all about art. 


Date: Saturday, March 22, 2003 3: 
01 PM -0500 

From: Abigail Elisabeth Short 
<aeshort@ umich. edu> 

Subject: Bush and Saddam on the 
playground 

Scarily, your recent article on Bush and Saddam 
fighting over glitter was the most relevant war 
article in any paper on this campus. It was 
a thoughtful analogy to the war and a good 
explanatory tool. Be careful — your articles might 
hit too close to accurate. As a sidenote, watching 
CNN today, some friends and I were struck by 
a thought: John Madden hired as war coverage 
news anchor. (Seriosly, have you seen CNN’s use 
of the telestrator?) 

-Abigail 

It's about time someone recognized our astute 
political commentary. As John Madden would 
say, “Bam! Bush is not a very intelligent man! 
Whap! Saddam is nuts! Smack! How ‘bout that 
crazy Optimus Prime motherfucker? " 


Haiku Contest Results! Dog Distribution Included! 


Last isue we decided to have a contest. And 
because we a) didn't want to write this page and 
b) realized you lazy bastards probably couldn’t 
write anything that wouldn’t fit on a taco shell, 
we decided to ask you to write haiku. 

Anyway, many of the submissions involved 
unpleasant amounts ofpenises and doing things 
with said penises. We decided not to reward 
such puerile material, as we consider it our job 
to supply it, not yours. 

Some people submitted a series of interrelated 
haiku, impressing us with their ability to main¬ 
tain their attention on something other than 
“Family Feud” for more than ten seconds. 

Anyway, here are the runners-up and, then, 
the big winner. Each receives a lovely Every 
Three Weekly bumper sticker for placing over 
their baby's mouth (warning: bumper sticker not 
approved for other uses, maybe we should have 
called it a “baby silencing sticker”). Remember: 
if you can't hear the baby scream, your sex with 
the mailman can continue uninterrupted. 

Runners-Up 

Donald Milton III 

I am the penguin 
Upon the ice I wiggle 
The bear is my death 

I am polar bear 
I stalk prey in snow 
Penguin equals lunch 

I am Killer Whale 
I swim through arctic waters 
Penguin equals lunch 

Kurt really likes penguins, so he supported 
these haiku... I don't know WHY, I mean, all the 
penguins do is meet messy deaths at the hands 
of far superior predators. Maybe if the haiku 
involved penguins learning to fly inspiringly 
or something. Maybe Kurt just likes the taste of 
penguin... of bloody raw penguin. 

Yeah, Kurt, stay away from me. 


Jacob Richardson 
Soon to graduate, 

The Greek system jocks and whores. 

The future looks bleak. 

Kurt also hates the Greek system. Maybe he 
likes the taste of bloody raw... uh, nevermind. 

Dammit, Kurt, I told you to stay the fuck away 
from me! 

David Plastrik 
Give me the dog and 
I’ll release your mother. 

She’s suffered enough. 

Points for dog-relevance, but not the winner 
because a) the second line is SIX syllables 
and b) my mother hasn't suffered enough. No, 
never enough. And, seriously, how hard would 
it have been to change ‘ ‘I’ll” to “I will”? Jesus. 

Nicholas Allen Harp 
Star Trek convention— 

Too many goddamned Spock ears. 

Beam me out of here. 

Too... manygoddamnedSpock... ears... 
Spock! Use Priceline.com becauseitsthebest... 
thing... EVER! Spock! 

Sorry, that’s my Kirk impression. It works 
better out loud. And not written down. But I had 
to put something here, so here you go, this stuff. 
Ah, now it's over. Hurrah. 

Kelcie Haas & Sarah Mann 
Kuwait is like Tisch 
Hall: your back to one side, you 
can touch the other. 

An excellent submission but did it really take 
both of you to write the haiku? It's seventeen 
syllables! And what would you do with the dog? 
Would it be joint custody? What happens when 
your hot lesbian relationship breaks up? We 
can't put the dog through that. Not again. He’s 
had all the hot lesbian relationship breakups he 
can take. 

Joelle Renstrom 
Why isn’t Ozzy my dad? 

Jack and Kelly never work. 

Dad, please bite a bat. 


Seriously! Ask Kurt, he craves the raw, bloody 
flesh of bats. And his numerous children are all 
famous. Like, uh, Paula Abdul. Yeah, that’s the 
ticket. 

Patrick Pruitt 
Your dog eyes are cold 
But my love will make you warm 
Now come to daddy 

Yeah, this one was going to win until we read 
one of his OTHER haiku: 

Tourney time is here 
State is in the Elite Eight 
Where is U of M? 

Patrick, U of M is in a magical wonderland 
where basketball losses do not cause massive 
riots. Obviously it is, otherwise Ann Arbor 
would look like Baghdad. Except with less mous¬ 
tache. Also, 60-58. Double also, 49-3. 

Aaaaaand, the Big Winner: 

Andrew John Rohrkemper 
While some disagree, 

There are simply no such things 
As, quote, “nice sweatpants.” 

We at the E3W believe that the goal of poetry 
is to express some essential truth—the world 
writ large in small space. Indeed, on the rare 
occasions we aren't deconstructing Kant or 
roleplaying Nietzche's reaction to postmodern¬ 
ism, we've often speculated on what the Platonic 
ideal of a poem would be, what poetry is in its 
true, shining, radiant form. 

Such a perfect poem would be brief. It would 
express undeniable truth, it would reveal the 
deepest humanity about us all. And it would 
heavily involve sweatpants. THIS is that poem! 
Our rambling pontifications on the nature of the 
perfect poem will cease, to be replaced with idle 
speculation on the current occupations of our 
favorite 80s child stars. 

For this service, Andrew, Drew, Andy, John, 
whatever the fuck you term yourself, even “El 
Rohrkemperino, ” you've earned a dog. A damned 
scary lookin' dog. And a bumper sticker. 

Yeah, it's all downhill from here, dude. 


m'ff 
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Features and Edtorials - 7 

Obligatory Letters from the Outgoing Editors 

Queue the Lion King Soundtrack: the circle of college life is taking some of us away. Fear not, there are plenty of people left to make fun of the Greek Community and plenty of Greek 
members to continue in their rape and pillage of Ann Arbor in order that they may fall prey to the written satirical word. Sorry, couldn’t help myself - won’t have many more chances 
to do that. Anyway, a few words from the soon departing: 




Carl reminded me that it was time 
to write my obligatory letter from an 
outgoing editor and I had to ask, “I 
am an outgoing editor?” To which 
Carl replied, “Yes Kurt, you’re gradu¬ 
ating.” I, being somewhat dumb¬ 
founded, inquired, “What is this 
‘graduation’ you speak of?” Carl said 
only, “Kurt, it’s time for you to go.” 

This whole concept of being a senior 
certainly caught me by surprise but 
hey, if Carl says it’s true, it must be true. 

Being that I planned to remain a closet sentimentalist, I considered 
either ripping off the “Spock is dying” speech from whatever Star 
Trek movie that was from or having Carl shoot me like Old Yeller. 
But since I’ve never seen a Star Trek movie and I think allowing Carl 
to shoot me would give him too much satisfaction, you, fine reader, 
get yet another chance to waste your life reading words I’ve written. 

So here goes: I’d like to thank the editors this year and in years 
past. Last year Paul and Amol introduced me, more or less, to 
making fun of this town and allowed me, in my own small way, to 
help carry the paper through one more year. And this year Brian, 
Matt and Rich seemed to know exactly when I needed help with my 
work and when to leave it be. Carl wasn’t just the ghost behind the 
machine - he was the entire machine plus the guy who did literally 
everything - anybody who laughed at the E3W this year owes him 
a great bit of gratitude. I’d also call him the conscience of the paper, 
but he did watch Boys Don’t Cry for the nudity. 

Also, a great thanks to the writers, new and old. The outgoing 
editors are certainly leaving the paper in great hands - these people 
are hilarious to the point that I’m actually regretting I don’t have one 
more year to work with them. My only bit of advice for them is not 
to get too confident in their work (as I had the tendency to do.) All 
of you readers will have plenty of laughing ahead of you and not just 
because you laugh uncontrollably all the time. 

So I’m off to New York to learn to be more obnoxious and to write, 
perhaps someday, with a byline other than Troy Fenster. Cheers. 

- Kurt Rademacher 


I could try to sit here 
and explain how I feel 
about leaving the Every 
Three Weekly, but saying 
goodbye is just too pain¬ 
ful. Fortunately, whenever 
I can’t find the right words 
on my own, I can always 
turn to the words of Def 
Leppard: 

You’ve got the peaches, Fve got the cream 
Sweet to taste, saccharine 
‘Cuz Fm hot, hot, so hot, sticky sweet 
From my head, (my head,) to my feet 
Do you take sugar? One lump or two?Ill 



Okay, these probably aren’t the right words either. But 
I think, what I’m really trying to say is, the Lep kicks 
major ass. More ass than the Every Three Weekly? 
Without question. The Lep is super-fucking sweet, and 
those of you who disagree can just take your Bon Jovi 
records and go to Hell. Although you’d probably like 
it there, because everyone knows Hell plays Bon Jovi 
24/7, and the only song they don’t play is “Wanted: Dead 
or Alive,” which is kinda sweet but certainly not super- 
fucking sweet like “Photograph” and “Rock of Ages.” 

- Matt Manser 


Hi. My name is Nathan¬ 
iel Williams. Why should 
you care about me? Well, 
that is an answer you can 
only find within yourself. 

But I do know why this 
particular well-arranged 
collection of words is in 
this reputable publication: 

I am a graduating staff 
writer. I’m cornin’ at ya, 

Conan! True, I didn’t attend many meetings and there was 
a long period of not writing, but that’s only because I was 
fighting mummies in Australia. Yeah, that’s right! I was 
saving all your ungrateful butts from belligerent Austra¬ 
lian mummies, and what thanks do I get? But, as I depart 
this hallowed educational establishment, I will always 
remember what I learned from writing for the E3W: 

1. Use monkeys and robots and robot monkeys spar¬ 
ingly. 

2. While others go for the obvious front page headlines, 


it is sometimes best to go for the more substantial, third 
page stories about bicycle pileups and evil sorcerers. 

3. Sometimes, you just aren’t funny. 

4. Sometimes, you are funny but you turn in the article 
really late and it gets overlooked—I swear, my editorial 
comparing Dadaism to the French New Wave would 
have killed! 

5.1 can’t write headlines. 

6. Brian Cook is Jesus with glasses. 

7. They will find a picture to match your article, and 
you’ll have absolutely no idea how they did it. 

8. What? You mean I’ve been writing for a racist 
paper all this time? 

So, I bid adieu to my friends and bitter nemeses 
at the Every Three Weekly, and wish everyone the best 
in their future writing-funny-articles and non-writing- 
funny-articles endeavors. No, my dears, you are not 
“kinda like the Onion.” You are much, much better. At 
least my articles were. Making sense, yea? All right 
then, folks. Wonderful to be with you! 

- Nathaniel Williams 



Right. 

Well, there an innumerable 
number of ways to say good¬ 
bye the wrong way. Most of 
them are on display every year 
in the Daily. I’ll try to avoid 
them. 

I actually already did this 
once, when I un-editored-in- 
chiefed myself. But I stuck 
around to go to the NCAA 
hockey regionals this year and last (oh, and get a degree of 
some kind. Masters? That sounds vaguely correct). So you 
get another. 

About four years ago, the Every Three Weekly had its first 
mass meeting. Three people showed up, and one of them 


left because he was in the wrong room. Most of the first year 
was written by two people, with bits and pieces contributed 
by my housemates after I begged them. We had very little 
hope that once we were gone the E3W would do anything 
except die. 

But, yeah, then we got some new people and then we got 
some more and this year we had sixty people at the mass 
meeting. Ten of them got on staff, and they’ve been shock¬ 
ingly good. So I’m happy to say that I think the E3W will 
continue to be pretty damn good for the foreseeable future. 

Which is good, because I’m beyond proud of this thing. 
I want to come back when I’m as old as Arthur Miller and 
getting some new university brothel named after me and see 
that the paper’s still out there and still funny. 

And it better be. Because if you think I won’t fucking 
haunt you if it’s not, you’re in for a big fucking surprise. 


Seriously. 

Anyway. I’d like to thank Rich, Kurt, Matt, and Carl for 
making this year of the E3W the most enjoyable for me, per¬ 
sonally, and, in my opinion, the best overall. Carl especially, 
for saying the all the exact wrong things at the exact right 
time. 

And if you were one of those people walking through the 
Diag when we were handing out papers who said “No,” kept 
walking for several steps, realized that it was the E3W we 
were handing out, and doubled back to pick one up, YOU 
RULE. You guys were always my favorites. 

Yeah, so, I’m done. Later. 

- Brian Cook 

PS: Screw you, Sudip. Screw you. 



www.everythreeweekly.com 



















8 


•Features & Editorials 


The E3W has been criticized over the years for being “too negative,” “overly critical,” and “staffed with crazy people who chase bikers across the Diag while frantically waving papers.” To respond to 
these accusations, we have decided to give something back to our readers. No... not your wallet, Tm talking about some advice. I will now unveil to you the centuries-old process of creating a religion 

(right in your own home!) Just follow these simple steps: 

The E3W Guide to Making Your Own Religion 


Choosing an Acceptable Spiritual Leader 

The most important decision for creating a religion 
begins with choosing a mascot everyone can “get behind” 
(i.e. Jesus, Buddha, Mr. Whipple, Lord Byron St. Cloud of 
Xagnar, Fourth Planet of the Fifth Star in the Klang Nebula, 
Wearer of Silly Hats and Eater of Many Bananas, etc.) By 
picking a charismatic leader, you are giving your religion 
a friendly face that will welcome people in and, if all goes 
well, eventually hypnotize them into complete submission. 
He/She should be pleasing in appearance and must convey 
an overall sin-free nature. (For this reason, it is strongly 
advised that you dispose of said mascot’s porn.) It is also 
highly recommended that the translation of your mascot’s 
name be something like “Anointed Savior,” “King of Salva¬ 
tion,” or “Great in Bed.” This will increase your mascots 
credibility and help them to sell people worthless crap. 
After your leader has been carefully chosen, you may begin 
informing your followers that everyone except the leader is 
a sinner and will burn in hell for all eternity. 

Counterfeiting a Sacred Text 

No religion is complete without its own sacred manu¬ 
script. Christians have the Bible, Muslims have the Koran, 
and engineers have the Lord of the Rings trilogy. Be sure to 
leave your sacred text as ambiguous as possible. This allows 
offshoot groups to misinterpret them and use benign phrases 
in defense of everything from televangelism to genocide. 
These people put the “fun” in “fundamentalism.” 


Promoting your New Religion 

Some great ways to get the word out about your new reli¬ 
gion are pamphlets, public seminars, and, of course, Holy 
Wars. Remember: any publicity is good publicity. 

Developing a Rhetoric with Your Followers 

It is crucial that all questions concerning aspects of 
your religion must be answered with incredibly vague and 
unhelpful responses, (i.e. You can not understand the ways 
of Zarglok, Creator of the Fifth Hell Dimension, Devourer 
of Souls.) Make sure everyone feels disgraced by everything 
they do, all the time. Create hundreds of ways to escape pun¬ 
ishment, making sure that none of them are pleasant. (For 
example: “Eat a cookie” would not be a good way to escape 
damnation, “Read the Gargoyle” would.) That way, they 
will be too busy thinking about how to escape an eternity 
of torture to question why the mascot spends all of his time 
watching QVC and masturbating (hint: it’s because the QVC 
chick is a fox). 

Dealing with Public Doubt 

As your religion begins to prosper, you maybe be asked 
to explain several small problems with the doctrine of your 
religion. Typical questions are: 

“How are you certain that this religion is the correct 
one?” 

“Why do good people die?” 

“Can’t [the mascot] flush the toilet when he’s done?” 


To respond to these and other questions that your followers 
may ask, it is important to develop a few ambiguous responses 
that will get you out of any sticky situation. The trick is to 
sound like you are answering the question, while simulta¬ 
neously making them feel awful for even bringing it up. 

Wrong: 

Follower: “Why does [the mascot] require us to bring him 
a bowl of Cocoa Puffs every half hour?” 

You: “Because he’s lazy and has sugar-dependency issues.” 

Right: 

Follower: “Why does [the mascot] require us to bring him 
a bowl of Cocoa Puffs every half hour?” 

You: “The ways of [the mascot] are too deep and complex 
for your simple human brain to understand. Do not question 
[the mascot]. I can’t believe you just questioned him. Now 
get the damn cereal and repent your sinful ways, heretic.” 

Congratulations. You now have all the skills necessary to 
create a major religion with thousands of blindly trusting 
followers, ready to kill anyone who comes between them 
and the mascot* 

*The above steps, copyrighted by the Disney Corporation 
for use in the creation of children’s programming, were used 
without permission. 


Man, My Weekend Was Totally Awesome Until I Hit This Girl 
With My Camaro, After Which it Was Only Sorta Awesome 


GOD 


Man, my weekend was so totally awesome until I hit this 
girl with my Camaro. After that, it was only sorta awe¬ 
some. 

First, Rog tells me our fraternity brothers are chipping in 
for a keg and then inviting the girls from Beta Sig over. You 
seriously can’t beat a keg and girls from Beta Sig. 

So after Rog and me finish up raping a bunch of girls from 
Beta Sig, Rog is like, “Dude, you wanna hop in your car and 
go get another keg just for us?” And I’m pretty wasted at 
this point and I didn’t really want to drive because I’m all 
getting my rape on, so I say, “This weekend is totally awe¬ 
some dude.” And I black out for a second, but the next thing 
I know we’re in my Camaro and I’m driving down South U. 
for the In ‘n Out. We always go to the In ‘n Out even though 
Campus Corner is closer because we like the name better 
because it’s awesome. 

Rog is all like, “Man, would you pay me $50 to be your 
friend?” and I’m like, “No man, I’m the one driving here,” 
and Rog is like, “Oh, right, you are,” and he gives me $50 
bucks to be his friend. So I say, “You’re so awesome. Just 
like this totally awesome weekend.” And then this fucking 
girl hops out in front of my Camaro and I hit her because I 
don’t stop at the stop sign when I turn onto East U. 

And Rog is all like, “Man, you just hit that fucking girl 


with your Camaro,” and I’m all like, “Dude, I know. I’m the 
one driving. I know when I hit somebody,” and Rog is all 
like, well, actually I don’t know what Rog was like because 
I blacked again, but when I came back to we were still in my 
Camero and I was like, “What the fuck dude?” And Rog 
was like, “Yeah, what the fuck?” So I look around and I’m 
still parked on this chick I hit which is so totally not awe¬ 
some but I am still completely wasted and I did just get laid 
like 10 times, which sort of evens it all out, but I also notice 
I have $50 dollars I didn’t even think I had so we’re back in 
awesome land, just not totally awesome land. 

So people are starting to gather around and they’re look¬ 
ing pretty fucking pissed and they start telling me I should 
get my Camaro off this chick I ran over and I’m like, “Don’t 
fucking tell me what to do. I’ll get some of my frat brothers 
to kick your asses.” And they’re all like, “Listen son, I’m a 
police officer,” but it wouldn’t really matter what they’d say 
to my brother Cokey - we call him that because he likes 
cocaine and he’s totally awesome, all like, “I’ll kick your ass 
because I’m on cocaine ‘n’ shit.” 

So I drive away and I’m all like, “Dude, can I have $50? 
We still need that keg.” And Rog says he already gave me 
$50, which he totally fucking didn’t. Sol punch him and he 
says, “Dude, I’m fucking broke.” And he agrees to give me 
a blowjob instead. 


VJWU'i FROM PAGE 2 

don’t have a penis. Also, I mean, I’m totally God - if I 
was going to do something like that I would wipe every¬ 
one’s memory. And nail a hotter chick.” 

Despite God’s protestations, the child support pay¬ 
ments have been upheld on appeal. The payments—the 
largest in the history of the US court system—are sched¬ 
uled to start in June. Richmond hopes they will improve 
the lot of the common man—especially the lot of the 
common 34-year-old cocktail waitress. 

“Have you ever tried to feed and clothe 6 billion on 
the salary of a waitress?” said Richmond. “There were 
a lot of nights of Ramen noodles and Mac and Cheese 
dinners, let me tell you. I also made soup out of packets 
of ketchup I stole from here at work, but I just did that 
because I really like ketchup soup. I plan to take care of 
God’s children the right way - with name brand Heinz 
ketchup soup - plus I’ll probably buy myself a little 
something nice. Like Cuba. I always thought it was a 
cute island.” 

Editor's Note: 
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E3W Guide to Hunger Strikes and Other Protests 


Want to express your beliefs 
about the war or other issues? 
There are several food-related pro¬ 
tests you can choose from. Here’s 
what some people are doing: 



Hunger Strike for Peace. As soon as the war with Iraq 
began, LSA sophomore Adam Knotts refused to eat in 
protest of the war. However, after nearly three weeks of 
fasting, Knotts was surprised to learn the war had not yet 
ended. “This was the perfect plan,” said Knotts. “Sure, 
Bush doesn’t mind having the blood of thousands of US and 
Iraqi soldiers on his hands, but surely he wouldn’t want to 
see a UM communications major voluntarily starve himself 
to death. I have no idea why this didn’t work.” 

Hollywood Actresses’ Eating Strike for Peace. Lara 
Flynn Boyle leads a coalition of actresses who vow to eat 
continuously until the war is over. “We realized that a 
hunger strike would be redundant,” said Boyle, “so instead 
we are going to pack on the pounds until there is peace in 
Iraq. If this war continues, there’s a chance Jennifer Aniston 
could balloon up to a monstrous 125 lbs. If that happens, 
there are no winners.” 

Ethiopians’ Hunger Strike for Food. In a tremendous 
display of willpower, Ethiopians have spent the last several 
decades protesting their complete lack of food by refusing 
to eat. 

Hunger Strike Against Hungary. No one is currently 
doing this, but if you feel like it’s about time we stuck it 
those rotten Hungarians, the punny-ness of this strike 
should prove to be quite persuasive. 

Danish Hunger Strike Against Hungary and Den¬ 
mark. Refuse to eat danishes until the U.S. bombs both 
Hungary and Denmark. They have it coming. 

Hunger Strike in support of the song “Hunger Strike” 
by Temple of the Dog. This Pearl Jam/Soundgarden col¬ 
laboration is pretty fucking sweet, and doesn’t get played on 
the radio enough. 


Eating Strike in support of the song “Eating Strike” 
by Hootie & the Blowfish and the Gin Blossoms. A less 
effective protest, mostly because this song does not exist. 
But if it did, it would be the greatest collaboration since Bel 
Biv Devoe did that song with Kris Kross, which also never 
occurred. 

BONUS! Protest/Rally tips! 

Want to express your opinion on the war in a non-food- 
related manner? Here are some tips. 

Anti-War. Use signs to express your point of view and 
convince others to agree. Make a sign reading “Bush 
Smoked Crack,” like the one used at a recent protest. 
Although this seemingly has nothing to do with the war, 
let it be a firm reminder that people who use hard drugs 
are incapable of intelligence. Then go home and listen to 
your Nirvana records. Make other signs with presumably 
irrelevant statements, such as “Cheney was a bed-wetter,” 
“Rumsfeld picks his nose,” or “Colin Powell likes White 
Castle.” Or, like another excellent sign at a recent protest, 
make one that reads “Support Bush,” in which the “s” in 
“Bush” is replaced with a swastika. Drawing parallels 
between Saddam Hussein and holocaust victims will surely 
draw the support of both Jews and WWII veterans and will 
not make the peace movement look like a joke. At all. 

Pro-War. Don’t take any crap from those damn hip¬ 
pies. If they quietly counter-protest your rally supporting 
the troops, yell at them as loudly as possible why they 
are wrong. Say things like, “You think killing people is 
immoral? Fucking assholes!” Or try, “War isn’t so bad, 
didn’t you ever watch ‘Hogan’s Heroes?’ That show was 
hilarious!” If those dirty reds mention that the war in Iraq is 
in violation of the UN, just yell even louder. Obviously they 
did not hear you, otherwise they would surely agree. If they 
continue to ignore you, then just go ahead and shoot them. 
You soulless bastard. 


It's the Fucking Butler, You Morons! 

Ok, I’m not a genius. Seriously, sometimes I lose my Still don’t believe me? Well, when we all split up 


shoes for days until I look down at my feet at remember 
that I sold them to that Mexican hobo down the street so 
that I could buy more Pogs. My collection is really boss, 
and anyone who disagrees will get the old flying-mule 
piledriver, if you get my drift. But that’s not the point 
here. The point is, despite my reduced mental capacity, 
even I can see that it’s the fucking butler who has been 
killing everyone around here. 

Look, he was the only one not with the group when we 
heard that ghastly scream from the kitchen and came run¬ 
ning back to find Miss Scarlet drawn and quartered, with 
each of the four quarters of her body sent to a different 
corner of the huge-ass mansion we’re all trapped in by this 
terrible storm. Oh sure, he says he was preparing the main 
course for tonight, but you and I both know that he made 
Dinty Moore beef stew. I’m not saying I don’t appreciate 
the Dinty Moore, either, because it really is quite good 
despite the similarity to canned dog food. I’m just saying 
that the Dinty Moore doesn’t make up for all the murder¬ 
ing this guy is doing. Maybe we’ll talk if he makes Pills- 
bury croissant rolls, but as things are now I think we need 
to confront him. And also stop turning our backs. 


into groups to search the house and each of us stumbled 
across a crazy secret passage in the back of a closet or a 
bookshelf that turned around when you pulled out the 
copy of Penis Enlargement in Three Easy Steps, the 
butler was the only one who decided to go alone. I mean, 
come on. The man has been carrying around a candle¬ 
stick, a knife, a revolver, that fucking massive lead pipe, 
and an instructional manual on how to draw and quarter 
people since the start of the night. I may not be a genius, 
but even I can put this one together. 

And did any of you hear him talking just a few min¬ 
utes ago? I was trying to make small talk with him so 
he wouldn’t murder me and I asked him what he liked 
in a woman. His answer was, “a 7-inch hunting knife,” 
and then he coughed when we all looked at him and pre¬ 
tended he hadn’t said anything. I mean, we all laughed 
because that was a pretty good response and it was even 
better because it was in his British-butler accent, but we 
can’t just ignore what he said. 

Look, here he comes now. We’ll just ask him about it 
and... well, you ask first, I’ll be over here in this closet. 
And ask if dinner is ready yet. 


E3W Guide to Being Shot 
in the Face 

1. AAAAAH! MY FACE! 

I can't believe you shot me in the fucking face! 
What is WRONG with you? 


GRADUATES FROM 1 

Full-time Pfizer employee C. Ryan Peterson offered his perspective 
on the differences: “Burning flesh, rats, rats, rats, oh how I love the smell 
of the burning rat flesh, it makes the tummy pain go away for a minute, 
two minute, and then the man with the bat. The pain. But pay is good.” 

Najarico refuses to believe the stories of the working world, however, 
claiming that his experience proves otherwise. “They promised that 
their permanent jobs were just as cool,” he said. “We even got to see 
one of the regular employees. They get to act out postmodern tragedies 
about the lack of fulfillment in their lives and their never-ending burdens 
in front of interns. How cool is that?” 
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Cinemax Runs Out of Soft Core Porn Titles 

Latest Skinemax Classic, "Happy Bear and the Magic Forest" Received Poorly 


NEW YORK, NY— After 23 years of airing movies 
consisting entirely of implausible sex scenes that don’t 
go as far as they should, Cinemax has finally run out of 
titles for their soft-core pornographic films. As a result, 
Cinemax will reduce its soft-core programming from 14 
hours a night down to a mere five in what can only be 
described as the worst disaster since an asteroid struck 
the earth millions of years ago, wiping out all life. 

“We knew this day would come sooner or later,” 
lamented Cinemax president Huel Griffin. “After years 
of showing such erotic classics as Intimate Obsessions,’ 
‘Sinful Desires,’ ‘Sinful Obsessions,’ ‘Desirable Intimacy,’ 
and ‘Obsessive Desires that are Intimate with lots of Sin,’ 
we knew that well was running pretty dry.” 

For the past several years, Cinemax has had no other 
choice to air sequels to these films, but lately those prem¬ 


ises have grown stale. 

“The first five ‘Obsessive Sinfulness’ films did very 
well,” said Griffin. “But eventually you run out of reasons 
why a sexy female psychotherapist would have to pose 
as a stripper to solve a murder case and then make out 
with Shannon Tweed. We certainly wouldn’t want to air 
anything contrived.” 

While the title shortage is certainly bad news for the 
thousands of actresses and dozens of actors in the soft¬ 
core industry, those affected the most by the shortage are, 
as always, the children. 

“Without soft-core, teenagers will be forced to go to 
the hard porn before they’re ready to see it,” said sexpert 
James Campbell. “I didn’t know what a vagina looked 
like until I was 25, and that’s the way it should be.” 


- Entertainment News 

Cyborg Returns 
from Future to 
Save Will Ferrell 

The Future Fucking Blows 

NEW YORK, NY— The NYPD reports that it is on the 
lookout for a super-powered cyborg which was sent back 
from the year 2138 to save Will Ferrell from his other¬ 
wise imminent doom. Apparently, on June 28th, 2003, 
Will Ferrell is going to be killed when he accidentally 
stumbles into a comedy club and is shot dead by the 
entire audience as he attempts to cajole them with a 
cheerleading routine. His last words will be an enthusi¬ 
astic “Oh god, I’m dead, you shot me in the head,” which 
will be then followed by a short pom routine and finally 
convulsions and the sweet, sweet embrace of the devil. 

The NYPD is at a loss as to why the future govern¬ 
ment wishes to prevent such an event. “We don’t know 
exactly who these crazed lunatics are,” said chief of 
police Joseph J. Esposito, “or why they would see fit to 
risk their lives and scarce future resources to save Will 
Ferrell. If he’s the best thing we have in the future, I’d 
like to be killed now. We can assure you that we are 
doing everything in our power to terminate this cyborg 
before he can carry out his utterly depraved mission of 
preventing Will Ferrell’s timely death.” 

“The American people will not take this lying down,” 
said Bush. “We have constructed our own cyborg, which 
we are going to send into the future to kill the makers 
of this current cyborg, which can only be an Iraqi Will 
Ferrell saving machine, before it can be sent back into 
the past. Of course, this means that their cyborg will 
never have been sent back into the past, and therefore 
we will never have built this cyborg in response, but, 
hey, it worked in that one movie, you know, Back to the 
Future, Part III... no, wait, that was the shitty one out 
west, wasn’t it? Damnit, I knew I should have checked 
my sources. Hey, is this picture of me fading ou...,” at 
which point he ceased to exist. 

President Biff then stepped to the podium to continue 
the press conference. 


Neverland Ranch Report Shows Link Between 
Pedophilia, Buying Norah Jones Records 


NEVERLAND RANCH, NEV¬ 
ERLAND— Scientists at Michael 
Jackson’s research center at the 
Neverland Ranch have concluded 
that there is a statistical correlation 
between pedophilia and buying 
Norah Jones records. 

“The evidence is overwhelm¬ 
ing,” said the head scientist on the 
project, Macauley Culkin. “Our 
research shows that people who 
are pedophiles generally try to 
blend in with the normal popula¬ 
tion as much as possible so people 
won’t suspect them. They don’t 
want to draw a lot of attention to 
themselves. So you don’t have to 
worry about people with bleached 
skin or pet monkeys. But people 
who listen to Norah Jones and 
watch ‘American Idol,’ they’ve got 
something to hide.” 

Michael Jackson agreed. “If you go to a Norah Jones con 


cert, it’s like one big NAMBLA 
convention.” Jackson then 
added, “It was a good concert, 
though. She played ‘Don’t 
Know Why.’ Very entertaining. 
Not that I was there because I’m 
a pedophile. I wasn’t. I was 
doing research. Just like Pete 
Townsend. And that guy who 
kidnapped Elizabeth Smart.” 

According to the report, other 
potential pedophiles include 
people who saw Bringin’ Down 
the House, people who like ice 
cream, and people who own 
a copy of Thriller (but not 
people who own Invincible). 
People who are definitely not 
pedophiles include people who 
used to have noses, people with 
several less-talented brothers 
but one more-talented sister, and people who have sex with 
children. 



RC Production of Othello Features Emotional 
Performances, Giant Fucking Whore 


‘It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul - Let me not name it to 
you, you chaste stars!” Othello says with surprisingly grip¬ 
ping emotion in the latest RC production of the Shakespeare 
play, starring Jack Kramer as a very convincing Othello and 
Josephine Taylor as a giant fucking whore trying her best to 
play Desdemona, but never letting the role get in the way of 
being a goddamn cheating bitch. 

Charles Canfield plays the devious Iago, yet it is actually 
Josephine Taylor’s Desdemona who comes off as the biggest 
backstabber in the play. She tries to go prancing around on 
stage like everybody in the fucking world doesn’t know she 
cheats and then says “Oh no, we were just studying Calculus 
together,” just to go do it again the next night, but no acting 


job could cover up the terrible truth of her giant fucking 
whorishness. 

Set construction and decoration were top notch, especially 
given the small budget. It’s surprising that Josephine Taylor 
even stayed on with the production, since apparently she’s 
only interested in money grubbing. Maybe she decided to 
accept the role of Desdemona to fulfill her deep need for 
sadism and will lash out at her cast members the moment 
they think the play is going the best, by say, sleeping with 
their best friend in the director’s apartment. 

The conclusion of the RC production of Othello was 
powerful and moving. I’m just surprised that when the 
cast took their final bow they didn’t all have knives in their 


backs from Josephine Taylor. Maybe for the next showing 
they’ll kick her out of the cast. And it’s not like they’d ever 
take her back, because the cast sure as hell doesn’t still love 
her or even really think about her that much, nor are their 
lives completely empty without her. They’ll be casting all 
kinds of other girls and having wonderful, meaningless sex 
with them, not sitting in their rooms playing The Sims with 
the dating pack extension all day. No, they’d never take her 
back. Not unless she asked, or maybe would just answer her 
goddamn phone or return just one of their messages. God, 
they fucking love her. 

Three Forks Up 
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Granholm Throws Ceremonial First 
Pitch, Is Named Tigers’ Fifth Starter 

Governor “throws like a girl," but is still better than Steve Sparks 


In a shocking announcement on opening day, Detroit 
Tigers manager Alan Trammell named Jennifer Gran¬ 
holm as the team’s fifth starter after watching the gover¬ 
nor throw out the ceremonial first pitch. 

“She’s got quite an arm,” said Trammell. “And by ‘quite 
an arm,’ I mean ‘she sucks big-time, but she seems less 
sucky when compared to Steve Sparks.’” 

Added Steve Sparks, “It’s true. I really suck.” 

Granholm has already made a significant impact in the 
Tigers’ locker room. “When this new player came in,” 
said infielder Shane Halter, “I couldn’t figure out why I 
was strangely attracted to this new pitcher. Then I found 
out she was a girl, and it was quite a relief. Hopefully 
me and Granholm will hit things off so I can finally stop 
sodomizing Craig Paquette.” 

Although Halter’s comments could cause the Tigers to 
once again get in trouble for sexual harassment, outfielder 
Bobby Higginson says Granholm has nothing to worry 
about. 

“Sexual harassment?” said Higginson. “I’d like to get 
sexual with her ass. Ment. If you know what I mean.” 



Women's Basketball Game 
Produces Moment of Mild Interest 


EL PASO, TEXAS— University of Texas-El Paso student Josh 
Ferrick reported being mildly interested in a women’s basketball 
game he watched sometime last week. The feeling quickly passed, 
however, and was replaced with the normal sensation of stupefying 
boredom that normally accompanies the watching of women’s bas¬ 
ketball and, in general, all athletic competition that involves women 
in a non-cheerleading capacity. 

The moment of mild interest is the first since 2000 and promises a 
new world of opportunity for unattractive, mostly unskilled women 
in their attempt to destroy everything men enjoy by replacing it with 
a cruel mockery. The infamous “condom” provided these crusaders 
with their first victory; now they believe Ferrick’s interest provides 
another avenue towards their nefarious goals. 

Ferrick stumbled upon the women’s basketball game after search¬ 
ing desperately for something, anything else. “The men’s basketball 
game I was watching went to commercial,” said Ferrick, “and the 
hockey on ESPN was at intermission. HBO was showing another 
goddamn movie—Drew Barrymore pregnant and crying. I tried 
Comedy Central, MTV, VH1, BET, Fox Sports, Food Network, the 
History Channel... all nothing.” 

Fortunately for Ferrick, he was able to find the women’s basket¬ 
ball game before his withdrawal convulsions became too severe. 
ESPN2’s coverage of the NCAA women’s tournament game 
between Duke and Tennessee momentarily piqued Ferrick’s inter¬ 
est. 

“I flicked the channel and it sort of looked like this one chick 
wasn’t wearing a bra,” he said. “And, though the chick in question 
was unattractive—like all female athletes, politicians, CEOs, or 
other non-entertainer successful women—you just don’t pass some¬ 


thing like that up.” 

Unfortunately for Ferrick, the braless player was merely an optical 
illusion that was quickly dispelled. And when the prospect of bounc¬ 
ing disappeared (except for the fundamentally-sound bouncing of 
the basketball), so did Ferrick’s mild interest. 

Nonetheless, women’s basketball proponents nationwide are cel¬ 
ebrating the most attention the sport has received since 2000, when 
Alex Estrada of White Plains, New York momentarily thought Utah 
Starzz forward DeLisha Milton and New York Liberty guard Teresa 
Weatherspoon “were totally going to kiss.” 

No men’s basketball players could be reached for comment, as 
they were all busy unleashing thunderous dunks, breaking defend¬ 
er’s ankles with ridiculous dribbling skills, dramatically winning 
intensely contested games with off-balance, last-second three-point¬ 
ers, or fathering dozens of children. 



Tigers' Season 
in Peril Due to 
Continued Existence 

Just weeks into the 2003 season, the Detroit Tigers 
are once again assuring themselves of a losing season 
by continuing to come together as a baseball team. 

“I really don’t know how this happened,” said 
Tigers’ GM Jerry Dombrowski. “When we brought 
in Alan Trammell, our justification was that he had 
some sort of anti-matter ray that could erase the 
Detroit Tigers from this realm, banishing them to an 
alternate dimension like Fantasia or Rhode Island.” 

When asked why he believed Trammell would 
be capable of obliterating the Tigers, Dombrowski 
replied, “well, we got him from the San Diego 
Padres. I haven’t ever heard anything about any 
so-called ‘San Diego’ or ‘Padres’ so it seemed to 
follow that if [Trammell] was good at anything, it 
was making things not exist anymore.” 

Tigers expert and sappy author Mitch Albom had 
several questions for Tigers owner Mike Illitch at a 
recent press conference, such as, “What do you say to 
people who believe that in bringing Alan Trammell 
and Kirk Gibson back to the Tigers, you’re rekin¬ 
dling Detroit’s winning ways?” 

“Unless my memory has been affected by the ludi¬ 
crously appalling play of our team,” said Dombroski, 
“the kind of play that has been proven to cause brain 
damage in the past, I don’t believe we’ve ever won 
a single game. Alan Trammell has never been on 
this team - maybe you’re thinking of Bubba Tram¬ 
mell. We banished him years ago because he seemed 
strikingly competent and he couldn’t play hockey. 
Now leave me alone so I can go back to building the 
Detroit Hockey Yankees. I mean Redwings.” 

“By the POWER of GREYSKULL!” Trammell 
said in a recent press conference. “Yeah, I know 
being He-Man won’t really help this situation, but I 
really like the sword.” 


JUSTICES, FROM 1 

nearly total legal authority to do whatever the hell 
we want’ sense. So we settled this Affirmative 
Action mess and I get to be the quarterback on the 
football team.” 

“Fuck this legal shit, I’m going back to college,” 
said Justice Ruth Bader Ginsberg in an interview 
with the Columbia Legal Review. “My choice is 
between Michigan Tech and Michigan State. I 
think my chances of getting laid will be really 
high at Michigan Tech due to the girl/guy ratio of 
1/10000. And State looks good because I like to 
burn things based on the fact that my basketball 
team played but regardless of outcome of the game. 
Go GREEN!” 

Justice Clarence Thomas wrote in separate opin¬ 
ion that, “Anna Nicole Smith should, pursuant to 
the rule of law, give me a blowjob. Yes, I know 
she’s gained a lot of weight since her Playboy days, 
but past court decisions clearly support a prefer¬ 
ence for ‘big ‘uns.’ More cushion for the pushin, I 
always say.” 
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